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gaol where the tough prisoners had mutinied and cast out the
warders. The old lags strutted up and down with the warders'
guns on their shoulders while the better-class prisoners who had
refused to fall in with the insurrection played cards in their cells
and waited patiently for some kind of warders to come back again.
Escape was impossible. The toughs had us too well guarded.
Such was my life from February to July of that year. I was long
since convinced that the Cheka and the whole Bolshevik organization
had completely forgotten me. I knew, of course, that just about
the time I was transferred to the Cross Prison, when the Bolsheviks
were refusing to agree to Germany's peace terms and the Germans
advanced to Narva on the border of Esthonia and were threatening
to capture Petrograd, the Soviet Government had hurriedly trans-
ferred itself to Moscow for greater safety, and Dzerjinsky and other
leading Ghekists had accompanied it. There was still a Cheka in
Petrograd, and from all accounts it was active enough. But why
should the Petrograd Cheka worry about me ? If they knew about
me at all they probably regarded me as being Dzerjinsky's special
interest, and since I was safe under lock and key I could well be
allowed to stay where I was until he gave instructions concerning
me. But there was a strong possibility that Dzerjinsky had no further
interest in me. Why should he ? As far as I could learn in prison the
Allies seemed to have abandoned the idea of intervention. At least,
it was perfectly clear that whatever plans there might be in the air
for driving out the Bolsheviks and re-creating an Eastern front
against the Germans, they could no longer be plans with which I
had been associated or plans which in any way involved me.
Forgotten by my friends, an object of indifference to my enemies,
I walked about my cell and cursed and prayed for something to
happen to me.